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	1. Hey guys, there is a new team

**_Hi guys, I'm again here whit a new fic (lol) a sort of return on my gerne: horror, thriller and crime *^* how I can't love this? bloody, angst and murdred LOL._**

**_The "song" is co-written whit my boy, we was like:_**

**_He"Carmy, can you write whit me?"._**

**_me: "No, I'll never do this whit you, you have a hateful style"_**

**_He: "Yes, you'll, you need to write"_**

**_I: "No, I want do whit you, you are...not normal"._**

**_On true dialogue and so, I'm writing alone whit a help of his idea LOL. two crazy guys._**

**_So, if you wanna this take attention. It's T rating for now, it will be a cruel story, maybe. So... good read XD._**

**_See you at the end of this chapter._**

**_Whit love,_**

**_Carmen _**

* * *

><p>The Heartfelt and intense President Daitenji's voice seemed to penetrate in blader'souls. On his chubby face and furrowed by age was painted a good-natured smile, ready to welcome his words caressing all blader who came to New York for the new tournament.<p>

An impetuous crowd of boys was sprawled on chairs, look enthusiastic new news and rules.

A month, missing only one month at the beginning of that crazy adventure of breathtaking races and new friendships. That event for over two years seemed to have been just a dream, a mere thing of the past, yet the B.B.A had finally returned stronger than before, hosting within prestigious hotel in over a hundred blader.

Seated in the front line, next to the Demolition Boys, were the Blade Brekers, as well as the undisputed champions of the last tournament.

Behind them sat with grace and elegance were the Majestic, accompanied by the White Tigers and the new team of F-Sangre, led by Raoul Fernandez shy. On the right there were the Saint Shield, and next to them sat King and Queen, ready to dig up the hatchet. Many teams, emerging and old, occupying all the space, producing a slight hum, as long as the unpleasant sound of a microphone, followed by several shots, all fell silent.

And finally Daitenji began the most important part of the speech.

«Thank you all for being here, your presence honors us! This year we created a different tournament and we managed to have more than forty teams entered, which is why we decided to split the tournament into two stages. New teams will compete for the first and only the five best teams will have access to the semifinals, fighting against the best blader in the world.

By the end of the month the second group will have access to their battle shifts. We decided to leave the rules unchanged, without making any substantial change. We hope that this tournament is peaceful and collaborative and that you can make new friends. And now I leave you at the mini concert of the godmothers of this event, as well as first team all-female. Ladies and gentlemen, here comes the 'Rock'n'dolls».

* * *

><p>The bright lights went out at once, while a colored beam lit up the drummer's face rhythmically began playing her instrument rhythmically, beginning at the concert.<p>

She had long auburn hair and a blond tuft soon as covered her green grass eyes. She wore a red leather shorts, coordinated with a white and black top shiny shining in the light. A few moments later the guitarist gave birth to her instrument, accompanying her guitar with the battery. The two melodies were fused together perfectly, while the girl strumming amused, waving her dark hair. A pair of gloves without fingers bandaged hands. Boots with high heels came just above the knees, just skimming the denim miniskirt, revealing the piercing navel just covered by a black top with a slight neck 'v'.

The singer walked with a firm step, holding with one hand the microphone and began to sing in a voice melodious bass notes of the first song, extending a warm smile to the audience.

_Sorrow and pain_

_Wait for me again_

_I'm drowning in this hopeless sea_

_Waiting for a change that never will_

When she sang felt a strong adrenaline rush coursing through her veins, now more and more unable to stop herself just she shook her head, waving her long blue hair with a few strands pink, while her emerald irises seemed to glow with its own light. The tulle full skirt was barely moving at her every move while playing sensually with her hands. The pink lace bodice seemed to highlight all her forms, until, applying light pirouettes, the keyboardist joined the second step, deftly moving her fingers on her instrument.

* * *

><p><em>Believing in you was dangerous for real<em>

_Didn't want my heart to ear_

_Shame was thrown upon my soul_

_I want it clear leave me alone_

* * *

><p>The chorus exploded in a grow up of energy and sounds that mingled in unison in a melancholy and seductive rhythm. Almost magical and hypnotic, until it was only possible to hear the sweet sound of the piano. The soft keyboard player's, back hair fell on her face, bringing out the blue eyes. The red and shiny dress completely enveloped her slender forms, but she did not care.<p>

* * *

><p>She could only feel that melody coursing through her veins, while the singer, with more energy, sang the third verse.<p>

_Endless road full of threats_

_Can't stay here, raise my heat_

_Fool Of Me ... fool of me_

_I don't know what I see_

* * *

><p>Words that descended gently from those lips dyed red, full of passion and bitterness, accompanied by boisterous rhythm and harmonic contemporary by the guitar, while the Japanese had reached the singer starting her sound and turning occasionally gaze of a boy , accompanying with a distant echo the words of the chorus.<p>

* * *

><p><em>Believing in you was dangerous for real<em>

_Didn't t want my heart to ear_

_Shame was thrown upon my soul_

_I want it clear leave me alone_

* * *

><p>Increasingly aggressive three musicians rhythmically poured their passion between the notes, accelerating faster and faster the almost crazed pace, while the lights were moving in perfect sync with their movements, dancing in the air while the blue-haired girl was holding the pace with her fingers, and then disconnect the microphone from the auction, modulating her voice and showing a flirtatious look.<p>

* * *

><p><em>Slowly I'm finding the real me<em>

_Fuck you bitch I'm finally free_

_Oh boy, you'll never stay near me._

* * *

><p>The last notes of the keyboard flew for a brief moment in the air, while the four girls exchanged a knowing look, reaching the center of the stage and then bow down in front of the public, still smiling.<p>

The drummer tore with vehemence the microphone from of the singer's hands, making all perceptible the strong Spanish accent and then screaming, falling gracefully up the steps, she dragged with her colleagues: «If you want us here for autographs»

The other three girls eyes widened, hitting with feigned carelessness their colleague, while a crowd of bladers completely encircled the girls, just choking.

In two years they had achieved some success by working hard and studying to improve their shortcomings. And it was strange for them to be arrived at that point totally unexpected.

They had lost nights, spilled blood and pain, and yet had made it. Together.

And now they were ready to start this new adventure.

They were only four girls of different nationalities meet by chance at the age of eighteen, friends forever thanks to Beyblade and various worldwide tournaments that had followed over the years, and only when their singer was officially entered four years before in the gruop, they realized they can do more and that tournament finally would be the launching point for yet another their career professionals blader with a big secret that guarded jealously eyes of the world, giving them an aura of impenetrable mystery.

* * *

><p>A tall, silver-haired boy approached them, by taking a bleak look at the keyboard, and then mention a slight enigmatic smile, whispering with cold, deep voice:<p>

«I know you, Helena Ivanova».

The russian girl bowed her head slightly to the side, turning to the boy a look of defiance, barely moving her lips. «Kei, this is indeed a surprise. I thought you were lost somewhere in what place».

«I could say the same about you, Ivanova».

That hoarse voice made her shiver slightly, melting the snow that enveloped her heart for many years. Kei was and always would be her pleasure forbidden but she did not care at all, Helena had more serious things to think about, yet she was still there, talking to him, plummeting sharply between the sweet memories of the past.

«It's a surprise to know that you're a fan,» added Helena just giggling, teasing him as she did as a child, buying control of her body again.

Kei smiled, looking at the changes of the little girl he knew from childhood, pausing for a moment of those blue and cold eyes, veiled by a subtle filter that made him shiver. There was something very dark in that girl, something that attracted him deeply.

«I do not think that's the right word,» seriously asserted, mockingly, «Even if I listen to your music when I'm here for business. The question is ... Rock 'n' dolls, are you really a bladers?».

Helena remained impassive, while the fire of look like romping in her, then flaunt a proud smile, almost diabolical, while her eyes were reduced in two ominous cracks: «You'll eat our dust, Hiwatari».

«Only if superete the first phase». The Japanese turned slightly, looking at her with a grim look, then raised his hand in greeting. «See you around, Helena Ivanova».

The keyboardist was silent, forcing a smile amiably to people that were around. She made to pay bitterly the mockery, it was more than certain.

* * *

><p>She watched with rapt the pool glistening in the moonlight, while the gentle breeze caressed her light skin, sighing slightly. She loved being able to have a few moments of peace just for herself, moments that reminded the calm and peaceful place where she was born but she had sworn to herself that she would never come back, even if failed the goals it had set in those years, although, at times, did not even know what that meant home.<p>

And that evening she had glimpsed in the crowd those that more were missing in her life and an incredible emptiness seemed to have been born in the chest. If they only knew the situation would inexorably fallen for her and her friends.

The girl heard a rustling behind her bleak and a slight smile played on her lips, she would recognize that step anywhere.

Her eyes were still on the placid waving of the pool, only to hiss: «Rather than remain hidden, go out to discover. I don't bite».

The boy's eyes widened for a moment, continuing to observe the strange-looking curious girl, and then jump out of its hiding place, advancing bold step towards the singer carefully survey the facial features. Was something familiar and a stamp sweet and relaxed voice, similar to what she had. «I was not following you».

«I did not say that,» she retorted wryly, looking at the boy with seemingly coldness. While not wishing her thoughts and desires had to be turned away for a few minutes, then it would be gone yet, despite it would hurt.

«Maybe I was here before you were you, who knows? You just remind me of someone I have not seen for a long time» he admitted with a stoic tone, trying to figure out if he's right or not, and when he saw a smirk appear on the face of the girl, his certainty wavered for a moment. He would never again see her friend.

«Oh, really, Ozuma?» She said, returning to take her icy mask.

He frowned in disbelief, and then exclaim with a vague accent question: «Mariam?».

«We've put more time than I thought to recognize me» said the singer ironically, bringing a strand of colored hair behind her ear and looking at the gaze appalled by his friend who seemed to be in shock, and then answer: «You're ... different».

Mariam just chuckled, trying clips of colored extention, then shook her head. «Nah, I'm still me, have not changed at all in recent years. I am always the same proud five-year girl does».

Her crystalline laughter seemed to vibrate even in the air, filling the mind with him. He felt embarrassed, unable to give voice to all the thoughts swirling in his mind. Every sentence, every word seemed useless and superfluous, bringing it back to the times of their teen years flown away in a flash and at the time he'd let her go.

«Five years? I had completely lost track of time, you know».

«Well, this is exactly as you» she replied, winking playfully. It seemed that the time had not ever separate them, after all, the two of them had always been good friends despite the small niggles, as if their lives depended solely between the two of them, ignoring the chemistry that they had always inextricably linked.

They looked for a moment, when the same sentence came out from contemporary their lips: «How are you?».

A veil of embarrassment seemed to separate them for a brief moment, then laugh together when a voice called their attention, while the drummer ran like hell toward Mariam, clinging like a fury at the girl's arm, loving smile.

«Honey, I've been looking everywhere. I missed you».

«Huh?». Said Ozuma disbelief, blinking several times eyelids, believing to see a dream or something unreal when he heard Mariam said to her friend: «Don't worry, Jules, no need of our little game. He's a friend of mine».

Julia's cheeks were painted a thousand shades of red and gave her a menacing look to her best friend, then embarrassed whisper: «You could have told me three seconds before».

«When? I like you jumped on me in a fury. Sure, I had all the time» ironic replied, breaking their contact and shrugging her shoulders as soon as annoyed. «Ozuma, I understand perfectly. That upset your face speaks volumes».

«Do not surprise me at all ...» he replied, holding back a laugh and a sigh inwardly, without any apparent reason, and then shake his head in confusion.

Julia snorted just as she tried to remember where she had heard that name but in her mind there was total oxen, merely sour reply with an insult, no real malice in the tone of voice. «Bitch».

«Yes, Julia, I love you too». Mariam had always loved that crazy and explosive friendship she had with her, perhaps because their differences were two totally different girls that they loved like two sisters. Perhaps because Julia and Mariam were those with more responsibilities among the dangerous secrets, until the Spanish took an expression bright, snapping her fingers and then point a finger at the guy. «Ah! Now I remember you! You have participated in the second world tournament».

Mariam flinched, going completely panicked. She had told Julia younger crush she had for her captain. Feeling that had plagued her heart for more than a year and were blown away with the passage of time. Yet the singer began to pray mentally and the drummer did not say anything wrong or that it could be easily misunderstood. The past should stay in the past, they had vowed after that event.

«Exactly, but I don't know who you are. I think you know where we come from» said Ozuma peacefully, marking the meaning of the last sentence. Mariam never belong to this new place, he knew.

A falsely outraged grimace came over the girl's face, then turned her irises to her friend, remembering why he was there. «Hilary! There is a problem with Hilary! Helena is with her but she wants you».

Mariam was alarmed, realizing what had happened, she began to run toward the hotel, leaving there Ozuma disbelief. Hilary needed her. Their coded language always needed.

Something was changing.

* * *

><p>He smiled in satisfaction as his icy face was faintly lit by the dusky light of a candle as he held in his hands a bloody knife and observing his hands smeared with blood.<p>

The oxen had been his home for a long time, a macabre and safe haven from which he was eventually fleeing. Was finally back in search of his cruel and violent revenge, he watched carefully the videos that appeared on his computer screen.

Those silly girls had not yet figured out who had given vent, while her footsteps tapped hard against the rocky floor of his prison, his fingers reached the ends of the pitch-black mask he was wearing and then drop it back on the ground, taking a grin petty and savage.

They would have paid them bitterly.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Note:<strong>_

_**the first die is in the next, see you soon.**_

_**Thank you at all **_

_**byeeee**_


	2. Who you are?

_**Hello to all , I am hoping that there is someone here . As I said in this chapter there will be a death but do not say anything yet, this fic will make you become crazy XD The lyrics is not mine but it was written by my boyfriend . Hi Alex! See you at the end !**_

* * *

><p>They would not have been able to say with certainty when that story had begun. Seemed to grope in the dark, totally unable to reconstruct the pieces of the puzzle seemingly convoluted and treacherous that manopolava their lives, depriving them of a genuine serenity.<p>

Now they understood that those letters, anonymous messages and threats were closely connected with that event but, once again, could not understand the real reasons. They were innocent, yet the past had come back like a shadow reborn from its ashes, and now they were there, with wide eyes and wet with tears.

The red blood was sliding on the white wall, dirty with its bleak deadly color reciting macabre.

«You will do her same end».

The mirror was broken in several places, destroyed by a savage fury, their pictures hung on the walls had been brutally torn and rediscovered by ash. Someone had burned.

A sign, a hidden message of what had been. A grim reminder of what had happened. Someone had discovered them; their second identity. Of what their hearts guarded after all that terror never forgotten.

They were afraid. They'd want to tear their skin, see it supplied with blood. Anything to forget everything to go back.

A black box and big triumphed at the center of their hotel room completely ransacked, ravaged by someone he did not know the name. The putrid odor and pungent that came from that package seemed to freeze their blood. Appestava the air. Their bodies were left as glued to the door, totally unable to move.

Their eyes were looking petrified, swallowing with difficulty that burden that blocked their throats until, staggering uncertain, reached quell'igetto.

Trembling, undecided about what they had to do, safe in there that they would not find anything good. Their hands were covered with latex gloves. If someone wanted to fix them in place for something had to be protected from any charges, much favored by the role that covered.

They grabbed the highest end of the pack, pulling up the cover while the smell of stagnant blood hit them harder, accentuating their senses tired while a cry of pain remained choked in their throats.

Torn in half.

Their eyes began to moisten, wandering desolate on the contents of that box, while their hands covering their mouths, pressing against each other. Unbelieving and unable to utter a word.

The mutilated body and reduced towered gruesomely there. Wherever it was possible to see signs of doves and wounds. deep cuts cinirea tore the skin, eyes were full of blood, almost out of their sockets. A thick and sticky trickle closed her lacerated lips. Locked among them.

Yuri held out a finger towards that unknown substance, sniffing the smell, while on his face there was no expression, whistling tonelessly:

«It's glue. Emily tried to struggle but her mouth was literally closed».

The four girls opened and closed their mouth mechanically, now Julia and Hilary were unable to retain their desperate emotions.

Emily, their friend and collaborator, had been brutally murdered. From them. Yet they had not committed any murder, but she was dead because of them with the only fault to know too much.

Helena reached her brother's side carefully analyzing the human remains and taking some photographs to be analyzed with care and precision. She wanted to say 'it's just my job' but, amazingly, everything had changed.

It wasn't the first time that she was studying the corpse of a person who knew. Helena felt a strong feeling of disgust hit them flat stomach hard, as she fought assiduously against herself in order to remain calm, while to forget what they had seen.

She was guilty of her own bad but she knew that Emily had been stupid, had lost her life because she had not asked the right attention, letting leak important details.

Helena took off her gloves with a look cynical and bad, throwing them in a basket and then cross her arms under his chest, turning an enigmatic look to the captain of her team, sensing her thoughts.

«Maybe ... I think a trip to Moscow would be a solution».

«Same suspicion, Ivanova?» Retorted Mariam cynical, a hint of a bleak and expressionless smile. Her eyes wandered once more over the corpse, and then abruptly close the box and just look down, wincing slightly.

Think of him, the one who could have concocted all sparked in her a shiver of pure terror. Because Mariam knew what he would have been able to do, was well aware of his violent and brutal methods.

That was his style and the girl would recognize anywhere. He had returned, she was sure.

Yet that name continued to tinkle with arrogance in her mind like a wake. «To go to Moscow, you say?» she hissed, drumming her fingers with making irritating against a cabinet in the room. «I will gather the_ 'old guard_'».

Then Mariam turned her gaze on Yuri, looking at him with cold expression , measuring her words carefully. «Ten days will you suffice? Julia, you go with them».

Julia's cheeks went up in flames, nodding feebly, when she heard the inscrutable voice of his friend pass through the brain like a sudden tingling. «Are sufficient. If it really was him ... we are literally screwed».

«We know,» Julia murmured, sighing sadly, more and more upset by the chaos continues.

A slight clicking sound caught their attention when Kei entered in the room haughtily, ignoring the small lapidary Ivanova's look.

«What's he doing here?» shouted Helena angrily. She detested him with all her strength for that simple phrase that had given her a few hours earlier. It was free from the facade of 'smiling girl' and she knew exactly what Hiwatari knew and their moment of pure acting.

She knew him far too long to be polite to her. Kei had always hated for what he was and represented but the Japanese overcame nonchalantly, pretending she did not exist, hissing voice barely audible. «Like I said, business is business».

A disgusted appeared on Helena 's face, while she whispered through clenched teeth, «I hope your 'business' go well this time».

«Did you say something?»

She pretended an angelic smile, trying to simulate a friendly smile. «No, I would never say anything to contradict the great Hiwatari»

«Be still». Mariam took over with an imperative tone, by taking a suggestive look at the two contenders. «Now is the time to act. Tomorrow there will be many problems, and we have to inform our boss on the latest happenings. No one will sleep here tonight, let's go home and keep the active mobile».

«About the body?» Helena asked doubtfully, decided to analyze the way the causes of death of their friend. The singer just sighed; she had understood the intentions of her friend and knew exactly what she was good at that field, and then ask her a knowing look:

«You know what to do».

«Perfect! Yuri, Julia, will you help me?».

They were silent for a moment, uncertain what to do, and then get out of their room a new boulder on the heart.

Maybe it was foolish to follow and listen to what she had said. It was hidden in the branches of a tree, covered by the night robe, and his only protection.

There was only silence, as a sensation that oscillated between the dream and cruel reality that he never wanted to find out. Totally unreal for a residential property leaving by hundreds of screaming and loud blader.

* * *

><p>He had seen with his own eyes a dead body to pieces and someone was disgusting and horrible but that cold look he would never forget. The emerald green pools of her friend at that time did not seem to have a soul.<p>

She had told him to always be the same person, and yet, at that time, Ozuma could hardly believe her. Scrutinize the moves of that group had hypnotized.

Those sentences, enigmatic looks and gestures had confused him. If only it had decided not to follow it might not have discovered anything Mariam and, probably, would have continued to pretend with him.

From the first time the magazine had sensed a change, but he felt a deep sense of curiosity about her and those secrets to which they agreed.

That phrase painted on the wall, then, gave him the creeps. He did not understand, did not know and yet not feel particularly involved in that situation. He concerned the person with whom he had shared different experiences and would do anything to help her.

He could not believe that Mariam had killed someone who had done something bad, but could not completely trust his instincts.

Slowly he looked down, jumping quickly on the lawn, murmuring to himself: «Who are you, Mariam?».

* * *

><p>The sun shone high in the sky and the scorching heat beat down on the crowd, while the band was on stage to sing. They were there to fake a smile, showing cordial between a song and another, while the department analyzed the scientific evidence, delaying for more than two hours the start of the World Tournament, when Yuri appeared on the edge of the stage, hidden from view of viewers, showing a billboard that read in large letters:<p>

**«Five minutes. We're almost done».**

The four blader nodded when Julia walked away from her position snatching the microphone from the hands of her friend, screaming with a load tone of attitude and positive energy:

«Hey guys, all right? Having you fun?»

A chaotic cry rose from the crowd, making the Spanish smile that screamed with greater force:

«We are so happy to be here today, and we apologize for this delay».

«Thanks Juls, thanks for stealing my treasure» Mariam said sarcastically, making them laugh all, when the Spanish unexpectedly retorted with irony. «A pleasure, sweetheart».

«Hey, yo! between friends it may help you but ...».

«But you love me and that's why you let me introduce our new unreleased song».

«I never said that» said Mariam ironically, hit her whit a lovely gesture.

Another peal of laughter combined with applause rose from the audience amused while the two women sexually blinked, even when Hilary and Helena reached the center of the stage.

The Japanese wore a black miniskirt high waist tight combined with a simple white blouse. Her blacks bracelets jangled noisily, to luve shining of the sun, while a pair of sneakers behaved her clothing. Helena, however, wore a ripped skinny jeans with a belt with studs coming down disorderly coupled with a crop top and a jacket fitting short and left open skin. Julia, however, was simply sexy and provocative with its simple black dress and a pair of boots with high heels that just reached the ankle, animating that simple Complete with many colorful accessories. The singer had removed the colored hair, letting her come down soft hair on the back covered by a sleeveless vest and a white T-shirt with rhinestones depicting the image of a crown, and the group icon, finishing her clothing with short shorts and a couple members cleavage and clear Parisian who came above the knee.

That was their image of dolls a little different, a sort of challenge to the male world.

«Who cares? Today we are here for something important matter and just have fun, right?» asserted Hilary with a joking tone, a hint of a relaxed smile. She just wanted to free her mind from the problems, feel free for a few hours.

«Just have fun? We are here to make you dance with this new song» added Helena, exchanging a look with allusive her friends, while Julia said «This is for all the people present here, a way to tell you to stand up for what you want».

«Are you ready?» They exclaimed in unison, pointing the mic towards the audience, who responded excitedly: «Yes».

«We have not heard right. Are you ready?».

A new scream so, and all returned to their positions, still smiling cheerful, confident that soon they would have some answers.

«And here 'fuck it'» said Julia, by crashing her drumsticks against one another, beginning the song from the mixed rhythms of rock and electronic music, while the singer began to sing the first notes of the song playing with making sensual and mysterious with the rod that held the microphone.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Life is a bitch,<strong>_

_**All we can do is fuck it.**_

_**follow your rules, it is the right way.**_

_**Smile and raises your head**_

_**'Cuz no one knows what's in your heart.**_

* * *

><p>The deafening beat of drums mingled with a warmer and Latin-electronic rhythm, finally joining with the sound of the guitar. Their hands were running in perfect sync with their instruments, just slowing the rock rhythm and giving more strength to their style, but they also felt a strong sense of explosion growing in them.<p>

* * *

><p><em><strong>Our angel's eyes makes everyone breath high.<strong>_

_**We gotta fight, we gotta fight, we gotta fight.**_

_**Tonight I would be your queen, it's the right thing.**_

_**'Cuz if the life is a bitch,**_

_**All we can do is fuck it.**_

* * *

><p>In them, in those simple words, it could see an enormous determination, the desire to achieve their goals, that show would go on as long as they could, eager to keep fighting. As if each of them were closely linked to their companions.<p>

Mariam began to play with the auction, lowering it by a few centimeters and then abruptly switch off the microphone, bringing a hand up while bouncing fun between the two sides of the stage, stopping next to the stairs a few moments before the beginning of the chorus.

* * *

><p><em><strong>Baby, I know you're lonely,<strong>_

_**but I may be the only**_

_**Play to win, play to win**_

_**It's my only desire**_

_**It's just our game, the last we can play**_

* * *

><p>Once again, the syncopated rhythm seemed excel for a moment; It was a cheerful and quick sound that rose and fell, while their voices joined in harmony, accompanying with a sweet echo the last words of the verse.<p>

Julia began to tap harder chopsticks on the dishes, accentuating their sound, while her body moved rhythmically, while Hilary had the upper body slightly bent and shook her hips amused; Helena played with her fingers on the keyboard, controlling the flow of the music, as long as Mariam began to descend a step, again taking the microphone close to her lips, singing the third verse.

* * *

><p><strong>World is changing, dance if you want<strong>

**It'snt our side, they are in the opposit part**

**'Cuz they want break my heart**

**It's so bad, this life is a bitch**

**All we can do is fuck it.**

* * *

><p>Still smiling and shaking hands as soon as the people that were close sang on, stopping occasionally to perform some small step dance moving the head and the sides, along the straight line, and then go back, stopping in the middle of square, next to some people she knew, giving them a radiant smile, while Julia sang the chorus alone.<p>

_**Baby, I know you're lonely,**_

_**but I may be the only**_

_**Play to win, play to win**_

_**It's my only desire**_

_**It's just our game, we the last we can play**_

Soon Helena and Hilary joined the chorus, joining with a keen singer.

They knew perfectly well that it fell in the audience would burst a mess but, fortunately, everything was going well.

Julia, Mariam, Hilary and Helena loved energetic mix those two genres. Almost alive. Totally amazing together, and in a few seconds there was another explosion, anticipating the last phrase.

* * *

><p><strong><em>I got my rules, it's our part in this way.<em>**

**_It's good for me, it's good for you._**

**_It's the only way I can see._**

**_I'll never fall down, it's all I want._**

**_Because we know ..._**

**_this life is a bitch_**

**_And all we can do is fuck it._**

**_Play to win, play to win._**

**_Fallow you rules, it's the right way._**

**_It's the only word I'll say._**

**_Baby, this life is a bitch_**

**_And all we can do is fuck it._**

* * *

><p>Continuing to stir, Mariam took a quick spin on itself, slipping sideways and playing with her free arm bringing it into the air, and then fall quickly, going sinuous as she tried to modulate her voice as much as possible to maintain the high notes, walking in quickly next, when she saw a pair of green eyes staring insistently. It was an irresistible impulse, and a few moments later joined by her former captain, singing the last word of the song.<p>

Even with microphone in hand gasped, prejudice still there in the audience, and then exclaim with a quiet tone among its irregular breaths, «I'm dying» chuckled Mariam slightly, bringing the microphone close to her lips: «I know perfectly well that I should go up there but ...» took Jesse's hand in serene smile in a long time.

He had grown so much in those years and see him again, even though they had heard through letters and messages, she was happy to see him again, once again abandoning her stoic mask. «Here is a person, even three people, who will always be part of my life. Guys, you were missing». The four curled into a moving group hug followed by a loud roar.

«Oh, I missed your ugly faces» added lovely, smiled happy.

«Even us your» said them in chorused.

«I love you guys».

«Uh, have you heard?» hissed Dunga laughing mockingly.

«Yes, Mariam loves us» added Ozuma with an ironic tone, making a face at the girl who teased when an annoying twang flooded her ears, forcing her to take a step back and just close her eyes, then shouting «_Alex, let me understand for what reason absurd you're screaming in my ears»_.

_«Of course, you were responding to me_» replied his interlocutor with a slight irony in his voice.

The three boys looked bewildered, trying to figure out who she was talking, finally noticing a small headset.

«_You should announce the first group and methods_,» added, Alex team flatly, ignoring the slight puff of the singer, who is still uncertain, whispered, «_Oh, had I to tell it_ ?»

«Mariam, don't fall from the clouds» teased Helena laughing, while the Saint Shields still did not understand what was happening when they saw a smile on the girl's face. «Hel, you'd better shut up ! Anyway, good morning everyone! The staff apologizes for the inconvenience but we are pleased to announce that the tournament is about to begin! In this first day we will know the first team will have access to the second phase. Take the field the top ten teams, for a total of five fights in the first step…».

They watched amazed. It was absurd to think that a girl who grew up in anything could to attract all the attention on herself, like a diva and was even more strange to see her smile like that so spontaneous, totally different.

«... And finally the last name of the team of this day : Rock'n'dolls versus Red Devils. Good luck to all, see you in ten minutes» Mariam expenses the microphone, bowing her head to the side, returning cold and absent again, then say goodbye to her friends, when a familiar touch blocked her wrist, blocking her escape route.

«Ozuma?» She asked quizzically, batting her eyelashes uncertain.

«What are you doing?».

«What I would be doing?» she asked pretending to not understand , freeing herself from the outlet.

That was strange smile she had never seen, as if he wanted to search them and steal the soul thoughts. «I can not tell you anything. Not now, at least».

«So hide something».

The Singer shrugged, turning to her friends, whispering enigmatic: «Maybe yes, maybe no and anyway you'd better hide yourself better when you spy me».

«Touche» said Ozuma embarrassed retorted, adding the girl and follow to the hotel's room, ignoring what he could find out.

* * *

><p><strong><em>Oh yes! I must specify that in this fic Yuri  Tala and other Russians have never been to the monastery , then you can consider the story a sort of ' alternate universe ' and ' what if? ' , So some things are slightly different . From here it's all , See you soon! With love, Carmen_**


	3. Girl in pieces

**I did not expect to succeed , but I did it to finish reviewing this chapter and the next expect an uproar ! New secrets and mysteries . Thank you all for your valuable reviews and now I go back to work on Silent Tears !**

**Thank you Eroticlan11 and Little A. Granger, love you **

* * *

><p>They walked in silence along the corridor, as if both knew that if they uttered a word everything would be precipitated as a fragile house of cards. Ozuma watched the movements of her friend, she seemed calm and unruffled despite her gaze wandering everywhere, waiting for something.<p>

The girl's phone occasionally rang for a few seconds, illuminating the bright display, while she rolled her eyes annoyed, until suddenly she stopped her run, before latching to a white door and snap it sharply. Mariam turned to him with a doubtful expression, only to mention a sly smile, whispering voice firm:

«What are you doing? Don't you come in?».

Ozuma sighed wearily, nailing his gaze on her, returning the same inscrutable expression, replicating seraphic:

«After you».

Both crossed the threshold, finding a group of eight people who watched them with an expression of dismay. Helena raised an eyebrow, then just bow her head curious, standing up quickly from the bed, then turned a look accusingly at her team leader and reserving a look grimly at the stranger as she spoke with a harsh tone to the singer.

«What's he doing here? And, above all, who is he?».

«Tze» said Mariam carelessly. At that moment she did not care at all the judgment of her friend. She was determined to want to conclude the story as quickly as possible, overcoming the Russian with a firm step, and then look at her image in the mirror, picking up her hair in a ponytail.

If there was something that irritated Helena were precisely those absurd attitudes and totally sensible choice. If she could, would have kicked with all the anger, aware that would be a challenge, because Mariam had openly challenged by the intrusion.

«I see that you really want to talk» added Helena sarcastic and yet Mariam turned to her with a hateful smile painted on her face, then making just pop language, breaking away from the mirror with her typical bitchy expression.

«In fact, to our dismay, he knows what happened here last night. It has pretty much followed. We were stupid».

Ozuma looked from Helena and then Mariam. That situation was irritating and the more time passed and he was confused; those two girls were strange, as if in their eyes was hiding something disturbing and not very clear.

«And I'm here» he said dry, turning a new look at the question singer. «And I await answers».

«We don't owe you anything, don't know you either» retorted Helena turning toward him, then hissed in a voice barely audible: «For all I know you could be the cause of all this. Be careful, a false step and you will never will on the face of the Earth».

«Congratulations, Mariam, you have a really friendly team. Helena, not threaten unless you know who you're talking about» retorted Ozuma with a sarcastic tone and serious, contrasting the Mariam look. He had never seen it that way, Mariam seemed to be so fragile ... totally scared.

He wanted to hug her and reassure her, he saw a slight disturbance at her but did not know what had happened, when Helena barely moved her lips, quickly silenced by the singer.

«Hel, if I had to trust my life to someone that person would just Ozuma. You don't know him. For him the duty and the rules are first of all, I would say only 'I have to complete the missione'˝». They both looked intently for a moment.

They understood that it was only a joke, a vague memory of the past and then burst out laughing together, returning children for a brief moment, while Helena had given them a confused look, hissing a shy «Bah». Hit her head whit a finger and said. «You lost your mind, girl».

With a slow movement Mariam sat on a pile up chair legs. She wanted to be able to say so many things.

She wanted to be able to say everything, to tell him of the shadows that darkened her mind, to reveal to him her feelings and the situation of destruction and loneliness that weighed on her chest but she couldn't. It was too much dangerous and Mariam knew it.

Mariam had always known how much noise did those deafening silence. Confusing. But she could not tell everything.

It stroked a lock of hair escaped from the queue, bringing it behind the ear, and then sink her teeth in her mouth. An overwhelming feeling squeezed cruelly heart, forcing her to look away for a brief moment. She knew that telling a small part of the truth would cost much; it was a risk. A difficult hurdle to face.

The words refused to issue forth from her lips tight, indulged in a little sigh, increasingly unsure of what he had to do.

«There's a person who pursued a two and a half years, the same that killed Emily and not over here. There are things you don't know, terrible events that affect our past. We thought it was all over after his arrest but I cannot go further ... I want you to know that not everything is as it seems».

A sudden feeling of lightness him fully invested, mentally pulling a sigh of relief and were close to her, clutching his hand after all these years; It seemed so small and hot in her, while his heart started doing somersaults. He had never done. But when he saw her lips bent into a slight smile, for him, the most beautiful thing he had ever seen after all that time.

But she was only a friend.

«How did you end up in the midst of this situation?». Ask was the only thing Ozuma could do at that time. That answer had access to all his curiosity. He longed to help her according to his means, and yet, with every movement of her, he doubted those words. He had seen the body of her friend just tense up, knew how nervous. He had never seen that look so empty and full of pain.

He felt small. Useless. Unable to help her. Mariam had always been close despite his mistakes and now he could not do anything to counter all those years of sincere friendship.

«I'd like to know too, Ozuma» whisper Mariam in a voice barely audible. Lie was the only thing she could do despite its intention to tell him all the horrors of her life. But how could she do it? How could she ruin the life of an innocent? Her life was and would always be full of secrets.

The guy just raised an eyebrow and looked doubtful everyone in that room. Pop language, and then respond with a stoic tone:

«There are things you can tell me, at least?».

«I think you know enough».

He did not know what to say. The atmosphere that had been created in that room seemed to have become icy, although outside the sky was shining on that hot day. «Don't tell me you're secret agents,» he said with a slight hint of joking in his voice.

The faces of the four girls became livid. It made no sense that whole absurd situation, while their eyes seemed to search for an escape route. Helena bit her lip in anger, while its threatening irises stared with Ozuma insistence. «Bingo. Mariam trusts you and that is enough for me. Keep this news for you, okay?».

«Understood». With a light hop he got up from his chair, moving a few steps toward the singer.

Mariam claimed her gaze harshly. She felt no sense of shame for what she did. «Helena is not lying. I'm sorry».

He smiled coldly, pulling up the singer and then embrace it as it was long. «All right, it's your life. And I always I will be part of your life».

«What do you mean?».

He broke the embrace, walking with stealthy step towards the door, and then respond. «You'll see».

«Ozuma ... my brother doesn't know anything». She called him back, then looked up on her friends, saying in a tone that brooked no argument: «Of that thing on that later. It's time to go».

«I just have one question,» exhaled Ozuma at the threshold of the door arresting the advance of the four blader who turned simultaneously towards the boy. «What does have Hiwatari and Ivanov?».

When Helena heard that name just gasped. All her nerves seemed to stiffen for a moment, sadly, lowering her eyes. «They ... they are not the only ones who know something blader. Our life changed after a night of terror».

«Ozuma, it is best that you don't know much, if you still want to live a normal life» Hilary said with a serious tone. The brunette had a strange light shining in her eyes, like lightning left and terribly disturbing. Hilary had already lived through that painful moment ... but she, unlike her friend, had lost everything.

Mariam was against her was complicated, much to provoke painful pangs in the middle of the chest, as if someone wanted to rip those slimy human and misleading sentiments, slaves of her own thoughts indomitable. A tumult of events that were controlling her life. Her dead eyes refused to meet those of the boy, and yet her body craved remain still there, next to him but could not. Could never hurt him, while her red lips barely moved, letting a greeting hint expressionless tumbled out of her mouth.

Leave it there, just in that room, she had again broken in two in a grueling struggle between heart and reason. Mariam cast a fleeting glance at Hilary, finding herself in those chocolate eyes too lonely.

Now she could understand it.

The sound of footsteps behind them became increasingly heavy; Mariam's senses isolated themselves for a moment from the various noises, her fingers slipped into the pocket of jeans coming into contact with the cold metal jealously guarding. Lethal weapon she would use, but when she recognized the voice of the person who was calling just sighed while Ozuma yelled from a distance 'good luck'.

Maybe, for once, she would spend almost a normal day.

* * *

><p>The stadium was packed with people. All seemed to have become larger and majestic. All were screaming, prompting the name of their favorite blader, screaming loudly the name of Rock'n'Dolls, which were in the final stages of that first day.<p>

They seemed to be relaxed, maintaining a loving smile on their face and next to them sat some former members of their former teams, kindly invited by menager of their team: Alex.

The blond was sitting in the middle of the bench, and his blue eyes, just hidden by a pair of sunglasses, darting from one arena to another point. His blond hair, slightly wavy and rebels, seemed to glow under the light, giving it a distinct beauty, while his words seemed almost unreal, too calm and relaxed as to be unreal and fictitious, accentuated by a heavy Russian accent.

Watching him gave the creeps, with a simple glance seemed to get what he wanted, by painting on his skin a word, the only one able to be able to define: disturbing.

To his right sat Helena and Hilary, accompanied by Takao Kinomiya, Kei Hiwatari and Boris Huznestov, as well as leading figures in the world of Beyblade, yet they were there for reasons other than what it looked like. Their eyes were dark and disinterested, while their fumbling their fingers rapidly their phones. They knew that day anything could happen, and recent events had made their restless minds.

They were willing to do anything to even disguise their coverage.

Hilary seemed to be quite nervous, her foot was moving quickly, patting the ground, while her nails were just resting on her lips, producing a sound "tick" annoying. Takao was there, beside her, and Hilary did not know what to do.

The girl did not believe to have him there, beside her, not after that time, not after what had happened a few months earlier. Apologize would be to no avail.

Yet her heart continued to lose beaten when their eyes met. She felt lost. So empty and alone. Takao was no longer in her life.

The secrets were boulders lapidary, cruel murderers of their feelings; their empty eyes had become armed killers, ready to injure and destroy each other. It was not just a blader ... not anymore. She was a person shackled by the chains of that infamous and cruel life.

To the left of the blond, instead, they sat Julia and Mariam. The Spanish nervously clutching her beyblade in her hands, tracing the contours and shivering maniacally whenever the cold metal touched her olive skin. In the eyes of all she was the most exuberant girl group. Her movements were quick and messy, at times also chaotic. It seemed not to want to hear the words that sometimes the reserved Mariam.

On the face of the singer there was no trace of emotion. Her back was perfectly straight, everyone rested her eyes on her, Mariam felt a sense of awe. It was elegant and controlled, a disarming beauty. Her bare legs rested on one another, remaining seated in her usual haughty position.

«Fernández» whispered Mariam with a sharp tone. Julia hated to be called by surname, and Mariam was certain to touch the depths of her soul touchy. «You're irritating».

«I? I'm not doing anything, you who by orders to all». tried to clear herself with feigned innocence, ignoring the grim look of her friend.

Mariam sighed bored, replying with a sarcastic tone: «Of course Julia, be the captain of this team is not my job».

«A tip from friend: you need to get laid» ironic replied Julia, giggling doing Dunga, who, with a sly smile, added: «The princess has found someone who knows how to handle her».

Mariam shook her head, hissing with a seemingly calm tone: «This is because Julia has a brain, to someone difference».

The Spanish looked at her shocked, barely holding back a chuckle, and then respond, hitting her hand jokingly: «Oh, what a bitch».

«Fernandez, go and take to the field. I will no longer hear your irritating voice».

Julia got up swaying sinuously, when someone called her attention, paralyzing her heart for a moment. «If you lose I take off your chocolate».

«Quiet, Yuri, you'll be having to give up your» she said hoarsely. Julia knew exactly what it meant that phrase and she was going to get what wanted after that win.

With the magazine in her hands clasped in a fist, Julia was trying to ignore all the excited screams; her eyes carefully scrutinized her opponent, ignoring her arrogant smirk.

He was the classic Australian guy, nothing special. «What a disappointment, my opponent is a girl».

The Spanish frowned, replicating brazen: «You don't know that this girl can reduce you to pieces».

«Honey, after your defeat I can offer you a dinner». Once again clasped her hands in a fist, she wanted to go through the whole platform to slap him but could not. At the moment. «You talk too much».

And in an instant left the countdown, while the red spinner, Julia went to collide with a violent attack against the purple one. Hit him with anger, diverting its trajectory for a while, until it reach the edge of Beystadium, plummeting dive against her enemy but the top of her enemy deflected its path, by flying Pegasus Thunder against the opposite wall, while some lime chunks crumbled inside the ring.

It was not going well, and Julia knew it. She had to find a way to fool her opponent, pushing her against the edge Beyblade.

Mariam, Hilary and Helena stood on their feet, screaming as cheerleader the name of their friend.

«GO JULIA!»

Those words seemed give her a new spirit, while a slight smile appeared on her face, cleverly quickened the rotation of her beyblade, and then load a hit with full force. «GO, Thunder Pegasus ! Toda la fuerza».

A huge cloud of dust raise with violence, obscured their view. Its top turned glorious still at the center of the track, while the other was still spinning. Out of the ring.

Julia bowed her head to the side, victorious smile. «Well, this girl has won» and sway turned sensual winking towards Yuri, and then give a resounding five to her friends, clutching in their embrace.

Falled an irreal silence for a second, dissolving that intimate contact, while Hilary's eyes seemed to light up for a moment. «Who's next?».

The light laughter of Mariam filled her ears, until the singer pushed forward Helena. «Hils, get ready. We both know what can do Hel». Then let go again on the bench, taking up surfing the internet looking for a flight to Russia.

«Moscow?» Asked Ozuma peering at the screen with curiosity. It had been impossible to miss that opportunity. He wanted to understand more but Mariam seemed to ignore. «Look Helena, I'm not going to answer yet».

«You already know that will not last long» asserted Helena with a wink, and then headed quickly toward the beyblade stadium. She gave him an icy glance at her enemy, warning not uttered the word, when, a few moments later, she left the countdown.

«Three ... two ... one ... let it rip».

Helena inserted her beyblade in the magazine, launching it with all her strength at the center of the ring. The spinner rose sketch like crazy, clashing furiously against the enemy, managing to raise a huge fuss, followed by the sound of a heavy metal object followed by the ringing of her beyblade.

Helena smiled victorious, while its top ever returned in her hands, hissing through clenched teeth:

«As I promised, Mari»

The two girls exchanged a knowing smile, returning to their seats.

Mariam just leaned forward towards her friends with a serious look. She knew exactly what to say, but the words refused to come out of her lips. The presence of her former team gave her the creeps, weighed on her like a boulder. «Hel, you were magnificent as always» was all she said, and then grab her cell phone. «I have to make a call, I update you later». Her emerald irises resting on Hilary, dedicating an encouraging smile.

She trusted her blindly and her team, as the sound of her heels floated for a few seconds in his mind.

* * *

><p>The fresh air of the afternoon seemed to withdraw, her long hair just danced in the wind as the sun kissed her eyes.<p>

Mariam knew she had to return to the arena but her body and her mind still wanted to enjoy that brief moment of peace, aware that, by the next day, she should start working again on that case.

The clues were always more, and yet everything was always less clear, creating the illusion of fictional monsters that were not there.

Mariam had become for him like a shadow unreachable. He saw her from afar while elegantly leaning his elbows on the railing, and his eyes ran over the body that had never looked with real attention.

It was not changed much. Long shapely legs, a point narrow waist and long hair. And those eyes ... he could never forget those profound and magnetic eyes. They were two stars that shone with their lives.

Yet the girl was hiding many secrets. Because he had booked a flight to Julia, Kei and Yuri? It made no sense. Soon it would begin the tournament and they were going to andersene. It was absurd.

«Mariam?». It had been an impulse to call but when he saw the look of grim she knew he had made a mistake.

«You again? What, are you following me?» she Sour replied, turning to him. «You want the truth? Yes, I'm following you». He smiled slightly, taking a seat next to her, looking at her sideways.

She sighed in exasperation, then mention a wry smile. «Can I at least know why? You're worse than a crazy control freak, as always».

He smiled in amusement, just holding her hand in his, ignoring the vague attempt at her to withdraw it. «I always worry about you».

«I'm not a child, you'are like a jealousy boyfriend» she replied angrily. After all these years he still believed that she depended on him. She had always acted in hers own way but Ozuma still seemed not to be trusted. That phrase had deeply wounded, he had shattered a small part of her heart. «And I hate you. Maybe I preferred you first. This is my life».

«Are you happy?».

That phrase had surprised her. It was unexpected and instinctively shook his head slightly. «With the exception of the work ... yes, I'm happy».

A distant sound caught their attention, while Mariam nerves came on in an instant. On her face appeared an expression gloomy and inscrutable. She held it tightly the hand of her friend, hissing with a hard tone:

«Ozuma, run!».

The noise of a bomb exploded in the air, constantly absorbing everything.

The war began.


End file.
